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a little ode (if it deserves the name) for your perusal,
which I am afraid will hardly stand that test. Never-
theless I leave you at your full liberty; so here it
follows.

Dear Gray1 that still within my Heart

Possessest far the better part!

What mean these sudden Blasts, that rise,

And drive the Zephyrs from the Skies?

The Winter yet is scarcely gone,

And Summer comes hut slowly on.

Oh, fairest Month of all the year!
In whom the Graces still appear
Awake, & raise thy drowsy head
From off the soft ambrosial Bed:
Where, underneath your bower reclined
You hear not the least breath of Wind.

Awake in all your Glory dress *d
Eecall the Zephyrs from the West
Eestore the Sun, revive the Skies!
Awake, sweet Month, arise, arise!
Great Nature's self upbraids your Stay
And misses her accustom'd May.

See, all around demands your Aid,
The Labours of Pomona fade;
The Trees their daily Plaints renew,
And dyeing Flowers exclaim on You.
No more the Birds their ditties sing:
With Storms alone our Forests ring.

Come then, but haste thee, gentle May!
No slumb'ring now, nor dull Delay.

1 Modestly written 'Dear-----' by Gray in Pembroke MS.te without
